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Abstract
Connie twisted her shoulders once more against the unyielding back rest of the bus seat. She
glanced again at her watch. Ten-minute stop...
The Wasteland 
CONNIE twisted her shoulders once more against the unyielding back rest of the bus seat. She glanced again 
at her watch. Ten-minute stop. It seemed like hours. Her 
eyes wandered to the sign above the restaurant at the side 
of the road. "Idlewilde". She remembered staring at it 
last summer and regretting going home. What a summer 
that had been; she'd been going to Ridgeville for years, 
but last year was the first time she'd met the Babovich's and 
Lou and all his friends. She'd never known people like 
these people. They loved life and knew how to enjoy it. 
And Jo — if Connie had been able to choose a mother, she'd 
have picked Jo, Lou's mother. 
"Ridgeville, next stop!" the driver called over his shoul-
der. The bus began to pull its heavy load over the last 
miles of twisting mountain roads. 
Sheets of snow swirled down from nearby peaks. Staunch 
evergreens on all sides reached skyward for a share in the 
gold of the late sun. 
Over the pass, down the last two miles, and — "Ridge-
ville City Limits". Past the coal yards — Kerrigan's house 
on the corner — the library, and finally — Harrison Avenue. 
No one in the Golden Burro. To the end of the block — 
a slow turn on the icy street and stop. 
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Connie stood first at the door, suitcase in hand. An icy 
blast of air snapped the ends of her scarf across her face 
as she stepped outdoors. Down two blocks to West Th i rd 
Street. A little house with fading yellow paint — set back 
from the dirt road by an uneven board sidewalk. 
Now, past the gate to the long porch. Connie tapped on 
the door — hesitant with the nervousness of one who has 
long awaited the moment. 
— Everyone's probably home from school by now. — Con-
nie shivered — she felt the cold for the first time. — I hope 
Jo remembers. It's only been four months, but lots of 
people come to Babovich's. Jo probably has a bad time 
remembering all Louie's friends. 
T h e door was flung open. A round face surrounded 
by braids swelled to a generous grin — two chubby arms 
shot from the formless, faded cotton dress. The deep brown 
eyes danced. 
— Little Connie! I got your card. Sure I don' forget 
so fast, my girl. Come in! Come in! 
Connie lifted the suitcase inside the door. T h e warmth 
felt good. 
— Whoosh! She's blowin' cold out there! So come in 
by the stove. I fix you some coffee, huh? You jus' come off 
'da bus? 
•—Yes. I haven't even been up to see the folks yet. I 
had to come over and say hello. 
— By golly, I 'm glad you come! You look good. 
— I 'm sure glad to be back. Guess your family's all back, 
home by now, huh? 
— Ya. Louie got home a few days back. This I got to 
tell you first. He comes off the bus, like you,, an' first night 
home he's gotta go see everyone — you know, Dicky, Johnny, 
Eddie. They go out on the town an' get pretty happy in 
the head, you know. Well, my Louie don' remember he's 
been in Oklahoma where it's hot an' he should take it easy 
when he comes home to such cold like we got. So I put 
him to bed when he gets home, an' by morning he's got 
the fever. He's shakin' like I don' know what, and outa 
his head. Doc MacDonald say its pneumonia. He's at St. 
Mary's now. 
— Oh, Jo! Is he bad? 
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— Here, take off your coat an' drink this coffee. — She 
sat down and sighed heavily. — He's not bad now, but by 
God, he scares his mama to death first. That next night I'm 
with him all night an' he's outa his head with the fever! 
Doc puts him in a breathin' tent, he got so bad! I'm prayin' 
like nobody's business now. Finally, when it looks real 
bad, Doc calls Father Joe. He comes an' prays over Louie, 
an' we all pray. 
— Jo! I can't believe it! If I'd known, I could've come 
yesterday! Did . . . is he . . .? 
— Well, God's watchin' an' listenin', 'cause next day the 
fever broke. Louie's weak yet, but Doc says it's okay. He 
says Louie be well to go back to school in two weeks. So 
now you — how long you here for? You got a place to stay? 
Your aunt got room for 'ya? 
— Well, I haven't talked to her yet. I'm only staying 
for tonight. I've got to start back home tomorrow after-
noon. 
— I tell you — soon's you finish the coffee, you call your 
aunt. If it's okay with her, I want you should stay here. 
Okay? Then we go up to St. Mary's and see Louie, huh? 
Now I fix you something to eat. 
— Jo, it's okay. My aunt says if you don't mind, it'll be 
all right. 
— Mind? I want you should stay here! Christmas ain't 
been the same this year. It went by, an' I'm so worried 
'bout sonny, I don' notice. So you eat now. Then we go 
see Louie. 
— You wait a minute here, Connie. I go in first, then 
we surprise him with you. 
— Okay, Jo. (I wonder if he's changed. I wonder if he 
even wants to see me? I thought I knew him last summer. 
We had such good times. It had been so easy to be with 
Lou — to be teased by the rest as the "wife". There wasn't 
anyone quite like Lou — never a worry, cocky, laughing, 
always ready with a quick answer.) 
— Hey, you look better, sonny. You eat what they bring 
ya' today? 
— Ya, ma! I ate, but they damn near starve you here! 
Don't let 'em try an' charge us for board! 
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— Sonny! You should say that! Got a surprise for you. 
Look who's here! — She beckoned toward the doorway. 
— Someone else to see me die, huh? Well . . . Connie 
. . . hi! 
— Hi! I . . . I didn't know you'd been so sick. 
— Ah — they're not gonna get me this time, but ma' gets 
all excited. She's tryin' to get rid of me to save on Christ-
mas present money. 
— Sonny! Such a way to talk! You scare me plenty! 
You were pretty sick boy a coupla' days back. He's good 
today, Connie. When he starts to get sassy, he's better. 
— Why won't ya' ever clean up when you come here, 
ma'? Ya' look terrible! 
— But sonny, I been workin'! 
— Ah ma', who you tryin' to kid? She spends all her 
time talkin' or listenin' to the radio, Connie, while the 
rest of us are out workin' for a living. 
Jo laughed — the tired lines in her face relaxed. — Oh, 
such a boy! Don' you take none a' that stuff from him, 
Connie. I gotta buy somethin' for supper. You come on 
back to the house when you want. I see you later. 
Connie pulled a chair beside the bed and sat down stif-
fly. (He seems just the same. Not many people would.) 
— Uh . . . guess it was pretty bad, huh? Jo says they 
were afraid for awhile you . . . uh . . . wouldn't get well. 
— Nothin' much. Ma' just gets all nervous. They even 
had Father Joe in here gettin' me all holy to die. I kept 
tryin' to tell 'em it was all a mistake, but nobody'd listen. 
If ya' go, ya' go — just wasn't my time that's all. 
— But Lou, weren't you scared when the fever was bad? 
You know it was close. If the fever hadn't broken, you 
would've died. 
— Ya' know, it's a funny thing, Connie. I really thought 
I was gonna die for awhile, but I wasn't scared. What the 
hell! It's all a game. Sometimes ya' win, sometimes ya' 
lose. I've had my share of breaks. How can ya' kick? Besides, 
if I don't get it now, some Korean'll probably do the job. 
Connie shifted uneasily in the chair. (You can't really 
mean that, Lou! It just isn't right — it's not right to talk 
so easily about living and dying) — Lou, you've got more 
20 Sketch 
to think of living than that, don't you! Maybe there won't 
be any more wars. Look — you're doin' good in school. 
You can get a good job when you graduate. 
— Well hell, Connie, what do you mean? If the Army 
doesn't get me, you know where I'll be. I'll be right back 
here workin' in the mines like Johnny. No one can break 
away from here. 
Connie sat forward, staring in disbelief. — No Lou, 
why? You can go just about anywhere and do about any-
thing you want to. Why the mines? 
— I'm not out to set the world on fire. The mines pay 
good. I can have a good time — what else matters? 
(What else matters? Is that how you really feel? Fun 
. . . is fun the only thing — the important thing?) — Why 
did you even bother to go to school then, Lou? 
— Ma' an' pa' got their hearts set on it. They been 
savin' for years. Besides, it's a good for laughs. Why go 
out and try to stir up the world, anyway? It's a mess the 
way it is. So — what do you think you want to do? 
— Oh, I don't know for sure yet. I'm taking journalism 
at school. I'd like to work for some big magazine or news-
paper. 
— So you're gonna set out to change the world — gonna 
turn aristocrat and live high in some big city, huh? Prob-
ably drop back an' visit once in awhile, maybe for old 
times' sake, but you'll be stayin' up on East Seventh by that 
time. Won't be able to come down to "Bohunk Town" 
anymore. You'll be like all the rest. 
Connie clasped her hands hard on the arms of her 
chair. — Lou! You don't mean that! You know me bet-
ter than that! I like people for what they are. Nothing's 
going to change that! 
— Ya . . . ya . . . forget I said it. It's just a game that's 
all. Life's a crazy game. Everybody wins and everybody 
loses. Look at ma' an' pa'. Neither one of 'em finished 
past the eighth grade. They've had some tough breaks, but 
have you ever seen anyone have a better time? What more 
can you want? What's it worth rammin' your head against 
the world? No . . . I'll take my kicks from my weekly pay-
check at the mines. 
(Is this the life I envied last summer? Do they all feel 
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that way here — have they got the answer, simple as that?) 
Connie leaned back — quietly — thoughtfully. — I don't 
know what to say, Lou, but I can't help but feel you're 
wrong. There 's more to it than that — there's got to be. 
Lou sat up, studying the serious face in front of him. 
— So, they've even changed you. I'm surprised, Connie. 
T h e world's full o' people tryin' to tell you what to do an' 
how to live, an' the funny thing is most of them don't know 
themselves. Ah . . . why worry about it? You'll find out 
sooner or later. 
He grinned past her at the starched figure coming 
through the doorway. —Well, look who's here! Gertie-Get-
Well, my favorite angel of mercy! 
A faint smile hinted from the old nun's set features. — 
Mr. Babovich, it's time for your injection — then you must 
rest. 
— See, Connie, they're after me! 
— Uh . . . well, it's getting late. I'd better be going 
anyway. 
— When you leavin' for home? 
— I can only stay tonight. Uh . . . glad I got to see you. 
Take care now and get well. 
— Don't worry about me. Comin' out next summer 
again? 
— I don' t know for sure yet. Well, guess I really better 
get on the way. Uh . . . 'by. 
— So long! Okay Gertie, on with the show! 
Connie walked slowly into the crisp black and white 
world outside. T h e fresh snow fluttered easily over her 
shoes. 
— It's all here, like a real place. T h e homes — stores — 
people — yes, the people look like real people. But it's 
wasteland — just wasteland. Nobody's going anywhere or 
doing anything. 
Slowly — thoughtfully — past the library — down Harri-
son Avenue. 
— T h e old ones don' t know anything different — it's 
not right to blame them. But the young ones — they've had 
a chance to be away. It's just easier — easier to come back 
and live here. Life moves — not too fast, so a person can 
fall into place without too much serious thought. 
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A deep, throaty laugh startled the peace as a couple 
burst through the doors of the Golden Burro. —Ah . . . 
come on, Frankie, let's go one more. It's too early to go 
home! — The couple bumped unsteadily down the street 
— mumbling, then laughing. 
Connie walked faster — past a dozen bars swelling with 
smoke, loud music and laughter — not easy laughter when 
one listened, but harsh — forced — loud. 
— I just couldn't do it. I couldn't live like this. I'm 
not to say what is right and wrong— maybe someday I'll 
find out they did have the answer after all —not now 
though. There must be more — Dear God! There must be 
more! 
The bus lurched forward. Connie stared — McKee's — 
the Golden Burro — the library — Kerrigan's house — the 
coal yards — then it was gone. She felt a strange closing 
in her throat — nothing you could forget about or swallow. 
It was hard not to look back this time — look back and re-
member the good times. 
The bus pushed slowly around the steep turns and 
clombed higher — higher toward the white peaks — and then 
on — on down the other side. 
—Sue Fitzsimmons, T & C, '56 
The Big Break 
"^AJTHAT time are they going to pick you up, Ann?" 
* * Ann's throat tightened, her stomach constricted into 
a hard knot and she struggled to swallow the suddenly 
tasteless mouthful of food. She laid her fork on her plate, 
and helplessly, though she tried not to look at him, her eyes 
raised and met her father's. 
"About half an hour," she mumbled. 
"So you're really going through with it, you're going 
traipsing off to Cleveland, to the big city." His voice rang 
